CHAPTER VII

DUNIA got up early, she had to milk the cow. Gregor was
walking quietly about the kitchen, coughing. Drawing the
blanket over the children, Dunia swiftly dressed and went
into the kitchen. She found her brother buttoning his
greatcoat.
" Where are you off to so early, brother ? "
tf I'm going for a walk through the village, just to have a
look round/'
" You should have some breakfast first. . . ."
" I don't want any ; I've got a headache."
" Will you be back by breakfast time ?  I'm just going
to light the stove."
" You needn't wait for me; I shan't be back for some
time."
Gregor went out into the street. Towards morning a
gentle thaw had set in. The wind blowing from the south
was moist and warm. Snow mingled with earth clung
to the heels of his boots. As he walked slowly towards
the centre of the village he attentively examined the houses
and sheds, familiar to him ever since childhood, as though
he were in a strange locality. The charred ruins of the
merchants' houses and shops burnt down by Koshevoi the
previous year showed black on the square, the half-
demolished church wall yawned with gaps. " The bricks
have come in useful for stoves/1 Gregor thought uncon-
cernedly. The church stood as of old, small, huddling into
the ground. Its long unpainted roof was gilded with rust,
its walls were variegated with brown stains of dampness,
and where the plaster had fallen away the bare brick showed
a bright, fresh red.
The streets were deserted. Two or three sleepy-eyed
women passed him not far from the well. They bowed
silently to him as though he were a stranger, and only when
he had passed did they halt and stand staring after him,
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